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CHAPTER L

porch of a farm-hotise, away down In
Maine. E
Qne hot afternoon in July,
toold Mr John Carter, as neat sa s pin,
With & form that really conld not be called thin,
+ And s keen, gmall. snapping, black eye.

0'er all the broad acres far stretehing monnd,
Johm Carter was monarch slway,

Pot the house wasthe kingdom of Mra. John C.,

flee huaband therein was as meek as could be,
And yleldad it all to her away.

ghe good man had wanted for some time to get
A small and intetligent boy,

o g0 aftér COWA and rake nfter cart,

Anid doother chores that & wide-awake, amart,
Young lad in supporod to enjoy.

And g0, when & great eity's charity sent
From ont of ita wtifling hot streets
4 earlond of Teddys and Patsyn and Joen,
Whote laxt name, quite often, the Lord only
knowi,
folireathe in the conntry alr aweet,

John Carter went down to the depot where these
Yeang excloned from town had landed,
And promisedd to takie one a month, ap he raid,
wo il him chuck full of fresh air aud rye
bread,
And lsrn biint to be forehanded.

Thlsstip did not meet the smiling approval
ofthrifty, black-eyed M. C.;

Bo when Mr. Carter came up the broad path,
With the Loy by his side, the good woman's
wralh
Was really unpleanant to see.

**Jahn Carter," said ghe, '*now what have you
got?
Bome ragged young thief, I am sure,
Bight out tvom the wlums of the city, as bad,
Oritmay by thevery worst one that they had.
Bach crentnres 1 cannot endure, "

B huaband replied, ** Now mother hold onl
Eechurve thie Loy's rageed and poor

Atd cate from out of the great wicked eity,

Don't prove hie's unworthy of hiouest folk's pity
Or that be's & thief, 1 am sure, "

“Jobn Carter, there's uo n<e a-talkin' to mel
Mo good caneome ont of thiem streets,

Youll tind i o week it's u-tas Leay,

Apd coprafiniy live to regret it rone day,
Awil pile up yout worrow in beaps, "

Hor Lusbiand lsughed loud.
waidl lie,
"We'll give liim a chanee to show out,
Bodon't prononnce judgment before he's been
tricd.
And von know that the boy is entitled beside
Tothe benetit of every doubt.”

"All right, Mr, Carter." his good wife replied.
“Lsuppiee you will have yoor own way.

Kew York aln't the country.though, you'll find,

Ao the people they raise are s different kind.
Youonn try it. 1've had my say."

** Well, mother,"”

The abicct of all this discussion stood by

And tool it allin with & grin,
He wan raggod and dirty, red-headed and small,
And Lo wpolie with a eurious Bowery drawl

Buch wordw ms ** der bloke " and ** I kin.”

His features were long and would have been pals
Were it not for the unnumbered freckles,

Which covered hiis face from his chin to hix hair,

W nock and his eats, and in fact everywhere
With red and brown patehies and speckles,

His snall eyon wore bluck and keen as a hawk's,
While rnfely stored up in his Jaw
A virall Inmp of comfort was hidden away
“re many another had been in it day,
Ofold *navy plug" & good *'chaw.”

When asked what his pame was he simply re-
plled,
" Use mortly called Micky, dat's all."”
Atd 50 1he boys "round, 1 snppore for s starter.
Abd dncking a better, nlckuamed him ** Frenah
Uarter, ™
Into which he was ready to fall.

I wai & tiew warld to this waif from the streets,
Hiw gniet nnd plain country life,
€ Hoon began to grow ruddy aud strong,
And |]J:- chevk was a stranger to ' navy " ere
oug,

More power to John Carter's wife,

Be van willing, and w itty, and droll as could be,
And handy in house or ontdoor.
el fed and wull clothed, he seemed to enjoy
“"ll"iiluc-lion of belug the ** Fresh-air Fund
JI-}' *

More than any e'd e'er had before.

‘l‘_i_'l Mr. and Mrs. John Carter grew more
A O like lim un day followed day,
n;p’_“_' Of hip slang aud coarse Bowery twang,
Froshy had fully decided to hang
WLt thoye 'till they drove him away.

“’ic""' A were blesred with only one ohild.
i ':_’:I-l‘t-_-n.‘ wan anly eightesn;
: [ ('I.l:, R iuaid as ever esanyod
Way Meving ourls to hold (u & wiaid
Yunder bor bounet, 1 veen,

H.' be Aty py

t Frenhy the v
In danger of ¥ the very first week

49 losing his heart,
b::::ll Week found his defense much ime
ry K4
o luhu 4 he found himaselt wholly ensnared.
Fegone reyuly from thoe atart.

To bring her wild flowers from woodland and
feld,

To saddle her horse for ber ride,

Tosit on the fonce and see her go by,
And get but a smile or glance of her eye,
Would swell the lad’s young heart with'prida,

A month had gone by withont any signs
Of Freshy's return to the city,

Bo unefnl and sll-around handy was he,

The Carters declared it really would be
To mend him back there a great pity.

Abont this time at the farm-houre arrived

Two Bummer boarders from town,
Who wanted to breathe in the pure country air,
And pay a good price for very plain fare

And business vexations to drown.

Felix Pavan, who declared that he was
A lawyer commanding largo fees,

A sort of Golish among legal giants,

Seeking relief from nnnumberad elienta
Iu pleking and shelling green peas.

Jobn Mandelbaom claimed s physician to be,
With a vory large practice, of conrne,

Who, leaving rich patienta to pine for his pills,

Had pought in the country relief from their ills
Whioh his powders and pellets made worse.

The first wan o tall, awarthy, mosenlar man,
An athlete with clesn-shaven face;
The other wan slender, with graenish, gray eye,
His white hands wore jewels thiat made the fire
fly,
Hin mustache drooped low with much grace.

Ina very short time they bath feil in love
With Tennie, the farmer's fair daughter;

The lawyer wan eager hin love ease to gain,

The doctor ronght rest from his amorons pain
With it's author, and so they both acught her.

Though rivals they were they conld not infer

From Jessie'n unrnfMed demeanor

That cither was gaining a point worth obtaln-

fvg,

Althongh each his powers of courtship was
straining,

And had sinee first they had seen hes,

‘This was the condition of things at the Carters’

That hot afternoon in July;

Put T also might add to the pleture a 1ad

In the background, whone face frecklied and sad,
With a small, keen, jealoua black eye.

CHAPTER IL
When the mother of Jessle came forth en the
parch,
Anin the beginning I've stated,
Bhe Hfted her voice in a summons so loud
"I'would have done a steam calliopa proud
With it to have been fairly rated.

The eall was for ** Freshy!” as shrilly it rang
Afsr on the afternoon air;
The echoes replied from the flelds green and
wide
And conl,quiet woods where birds loved to bide,
But Freshy seemed not to be there.

Had the good woman witnessed the exit peculiar
He'd made but a short hour before,

An out of the back kitchen window he orawled,

And after him slowly an ald shotgun hauled—
Without s greas ahedding of gore—

Bhe wonld not have wondered where Freshy
could be,
For she knew Le thought more of that gun
Than snything elee except Jensie, and so
It was his delight to take it and go
Forth seeking Nimrodian fun.

At that very moment were hanging four
“*ohips "
By their long bushy tails to his string,
Asn he eronched in the grass in hopes there wonld
DARS
A gay bobolink with his trumpet of brass

b
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To give him a uhot on the wing.

An Froshy lay there, 1o! there came on the air
The sound of voices quile near,

Just over the wall beyound where some tall

Thick bushes were growing he heard words fall
Expressing both anger and fear.

He wiggled along like a snake through the grass
To the wall and slyly looked over;
He stood for & moment thus looking aronnd,
Then alid down and dog his bare toes in the
ground
In hin offoris Lo stifle s roar,

*‘Mashed finer'n snufl,” chuckisd Freshy s

Inat,
As ho filled his mouth full of mrase,

A ta Kebuchadnezzar, & snioker to strangle,
And eonvulsivly twited his legs in & tsngle,
Like a victini of fresh laughing-gas,

A voleo o'cr the wall grows angry and loud,
And then Freahy pricks np bis ears,
And, oautiously rysing, lonks over to spe
\\'lmllllae meanivg of all the commotion eenld
e,
And thin is the tablean appears:

On & low ristic seat in & narrow green lane,
That led to the river clone by,

Sat Jossie with sun hat slung over her arm,

On hor face an exprexsion of fear and alarm,
A defiant look in ber blue eye.

Before her stood ** Doctor " John Mandelbaum,
with
Hin greonish. gray syos all ablaze;
With features quite livid with passion, he said,
Anhe shook his clinched flst st poor Jessin's
head,
While Freshy loaked on in amaze:

**Dare you thus refuse the offer
Of my love? baware, fair scofler.
Think you I'm the one to yield
To another man the field,

And give place to that foul eraven,
Bclioming. Iying Felix Havan !
Never ! Jessie, honrkon now

To my xolemn, changeless vow,
If you do not promise me

That you'll nevar, never ba

Felix Havan's wedded wife,

Iu my arms you ¢nd your life

In yon river Hnwing by.

Promise ! or with me yvou die, *

Josnie rose.  Her face was pale.
But hor blue eyes disl not quai
Anwhe faced the man and said:
“*You I eannot. will not wed,

I will marry whom I will

When I choove and not until.
When I marry it will be

Toa man in whom I see

Al thie leant sotne faintest trace
Of a gentleman's trite grace,
Who lorgets not what s dus
Ton lady, ando souy

Your true eharacter [ ses

In your face, and words to me. "

Longer Jessie would not stay,

But the man stood in Lier way,

As with furionus face o eried:
**Yield, orin yon flowing tide

Down with me you plunge to death (™
Jersie panned and beld her breath,
In Lis manner shie could pee
Desperation. Could she flee?

Vain the thouoht, 1f she shonld ery
Loud for belp no holp wias nigh,
While before her stood her foe,

Bti)l she bravely answered ** No!®

** That." e cried, with frantie yell,
** Is, fair maiden, your denthi-knell 1™

An he pprang towards her, clear,
Yuick and slinrp npon hix ear,
Hang the words, "* Stand back, ¥* blokel™
Turniug short to vee who spoke,
Ere hie like a coward ran,

He Leheld the old shotgun
Levelled o'er the wall at him,
Louking business-like aud grim,
While a cool and keen black eya
SBighting it he did eapy,

And the old gno blackened bore
Never looked »o big before.

A red head nnd frockled face
Lent the p'cture piquant grace.

** Nadse yer hands! Right about—=Facel
Forrard—Mureh!" With lsggard pace
And gnashing tecth the man obeyed;
Towards the river slowly straved,

That there was danger well he knew
When Fresh a bead an close range drew;
When near the river's bank he turned,
Ineane with passion, danger spurned,
Then with a yell and cur:e beside,

He plunged headforemont in the tids,
And of him it conld be said,

If he a maiden still would wed,

It certainly must honecforth be

A fair mermaiden of the sea.

Like s Jnmuping Jack Fre«<hy came over the wall,

Chipmunks and freckles, old shotgun and all,

And cried, as he hastoned to poor Jessie's nide,

With a eurious mizture of pity and pride

In his volee, ** Miss Jessie, der bloke's drownded
dead!

I oughter have filled him chuek full of cold lead.

I hopes yer'll excune me fer not doin' wo,

But honest, Ming Jeanie, I oonldn's, ¥' know.

Fer me gon she. wan't loaded, but never mind
now,

£o long an he's dead it don‘t matter how. "

An Jonslo gazed into the face of Lthe Iad,

Ani thangh of the narraw escape she had had,

Bhe held ont her hand in an impuleive way,

But the words of gratitnde that she wonld say

Camoe not from her lips, (the trees whirled
aroun,

The heavens grew dark, and down to the ground

Would Jessie have fallen, but for the quiek arm

Of Freahy, who caught her and saved her frcm
barm.

Her falntness was but for a moment, snd when

Bha opened her eyen he left Ler, and then

Han swift to the river and filled up his cap

With water, and bronght it without s mishap

T'o Jessle unid started to bathe her poor head,

But poured & goo share down her poor back in-
atead,

Which cold spplication to head, neck and spine

Brought instant results one well may opine.

The gir! eonld but wmile at the plight she waain,
And saiil to herselt she conld not have been
Much more of & mermald if shis had gone down
With her foolish and furions lover to drown,
Bhe trivd to walk homeward but found ‘twas in
VRIN,;

Anid woeakly sank back on the low seat again.
The boy with his coat made s rest for her lead,
Then swift to the house for her father he sped.

CHAPTET IIL
Now lot us retnrn 1o the farm-house seain
And ses how matters fare there,
Where the voice of Mra. John UCsrter was peals
Ing
Afar ou the still Summor air.
As shie 6tood on the poreh two men came slong
The broad gravel walk to the door,
And the Indy was sure, s she Inoked them all
o'er
That ll;o pever had ssen them before,
Thoy were strong looking, muscular, middle.
saed men,

Eschseemed, in his plain sult of blsok,

Av if In & tnsale he'd make & mun hastle
To keop the dirt off from his back.

Politely aceosting the Iady they asked
IT Lior huaband was ** anywhers "'ronnd,
Bho showed them the fleld in the distance where
HT
Would be most probably found,

The men then remarked on the beautifal seens
Of woodiand aud field far and wide,
Buggosting It wouldl be & very nice place
For worn elty people 1o hide.

Thin led Mra. Cartir to say that sho had
Already two boarders on hand,

And what with the double of toil and of trouble,
Two were about all she eould stand.

The men exchanged glances, and onsof them
nadd,
An he slowly puuched holes in the gronnd
With a stous heavy caue, he would like to obtain
Their names, and could they be fodnd ¥

They alno desired & deseription of each,
And said. in a casual way,
They thonght they were somewhat scquainted
with them
And hoped they might meet them that day,

A very minute deseription they got,
Which both seemed happe 4o gain,

Then bowing politely they walked away lishtly
Through the gate that lud into the lane.

Ar thay passed ont of aight one quictly said,

" Neatly cornercd, old man, don't you say ™
The other repliod with a grin very wide,

T Our best Job fn miany & day. "

They passoid down the lane and we will return
To Freahy thie freckled knight bold,

Who ro bravely ereayed to save & fair maid
From a plunge in the river so cold.

An he came down the lane some help to obtain
For the maiden fair in distress,

He parsod on the way where thiok elders gray
Forpied s sort of a wilderness,

An onward he ran a stont looking man
Came ont of the bushes behind him

Aund said, ny bhe gazed after him in amaze,
**Golt, young un!l guess you'll ind bim. "

And then he turned round and sprang with »
bound
Into tho thick bushes again,
While Freaby's short legn played ** mumblety-
peRs
With the grass as he sped down the lane.

And fust then an Frenhy wan thinking of Jessie,
And snickering low as he thought

How neatly he had her lover gone mad,
With an empty old shotgun eaught,

A pietol's elinrp ring and the whistle and ping
OFf a bnllet quite elore to hin ear

Dronght him to s siand. old shotgun in hand,
With 8 look more of wouder than fear,

Anotlior sharp erack camo echoing back,
And with it s sort of yelp,

Thep followed a cry from s meadow close by,
Which sounded s good deal like ** Halp!™

The hoy heard the call and stayed not all
On Lis order of going, but wens,

e

Like the son of & gun that he was in the fun
Or the fight, to take part his intent,

His caution he showed in pausing to load
The gun with big ** double B "
Buckshiot. Thus prepared he straightway re.
paired
To & place whera the fun he could ree.

As he sprang o'er the wall beyond which the
call
For belp had just come, he espled
What looked at first sight Jike two men in »
fight,
And swaying from side to side.

An they stood face to face in a mighty embrace,
And twisted, apd struggled, and panted,
The freckled-faced kuighi spellbound with de-
light,
Burveryed them, completely enchanted.

With neck far extended and eyeballs distended,
And feot that excitedly danced,

He gazed on the scene like one in a dream,
As backward and forward they pranced.

It earried Lim back o'er memory's track
To his old reckloss life in the city;
To the ** kida' he had whopped and oftentimes
mopped
0O'er the sidewalks so hard, rongh and gritiy,

Hin fighting blood rose clear down from his
toes,
He could hardly hoid his emotion,
And he knew no more whore e was I declare,
Than s boy on a raft in mid ocean,

To the man who looked smallest hin sympathies
Fat,
Aud he shouted out words of good cheer:
*‘Htick to 'im, me Learty, you're s dandyold
shorty!
Now sock him one under der ear!”

The shorter man slipped on & plsce of wet bark,
That lay quite unsecn in his track,

And ere he recovered hin balanos the other
Had landod him square on his beck.

Then the fellow on top not & moment did stop,
Dt drew out & long-bladed knife,

And raised it on high with a look in bis eys
That boded the other short life

An the keen blade descended the other extended
His hand, eatehing it sn it fell,

But his foo wrenched the blade away and es-

myed &
Witk it & short atory o tell.
The frecklod-faced kulght awoke at the slght,

For murder was not In his oreed,
A square, stand.ap Aeht was Joy and delighe,
But thin wan & cowardly deed.

Buobh & horribhle thivg he never eonld stand,
Far all the gold nnder the sun,
And hiw young blood ran colder as qnick 1o his
shonlder
Came the heavily loaded old gan,

With & cool, steady sim that was always the
wAIme,
He pulled the hard trigger once more,
And s big losd of lead unerringly aped,
And stralght through the lifted arm tore.

With a terrible yell the wonnded man foll
On his side, snd ere he conld rise

The otlrer had caught him fast by the throat,
And aliut off his breath and his eriea

Then out of the brush near by with a rush
Came & man without hat, ont of breath,
Who sprang with & bound to where on the
ground
The two men wers battling to death.

The short man looked glaa to nee him, he had
Hin hisnads full to manage hin foe,

Althongh hin right arm eonld do no more harm,
He continued much vigor to show,

** Bnap the bracelots on, Dick: you can't be too
quick,"
Bajd the whort man while gasping for breath,
** 1'd begun much to fear you wonldn't get here
Iu time to be in at the death.”

With s metallic eliok the handenffs ware qulok
Ou the wrists of the wounded man placed,

Who madly glared 'ronnd sz he lay on the
ground,
As if they were not to hin taste.

** Dieck, that was the tonghest pull, and the
ronghast,
I'm sare that I ever had.”
" Well, Sheriff, we've got him," sald Dick:
**but who ahot him 1"
““Why. that boy !—but where (s the lad

They looked all around and saw on the gronnd
By the wall, a short distance away,

The freckled-faced knight in a sorrowful plight,
** Completely knoeked oul. " a0 to say.

The fractions old gun took a hand in the fan
And gave n Mugwumpian kick

Agaiost ita big load, and thereby it ahowed
Poor Freshy s very mean trick.

In & way one might deem, snd really would
reom
Quite human, ‘twonld kiok its best friend
At the least provocation, with no besitation,
Nor offer the insglt to mend.

CHAFPTER 1V,
In this cane the kick was xo bard and wo quick
That it Ianded the knight on his head.
He struck n Isrge stope, gave s queer llttle
groan,
Then lsy where lie fell as if dead.

** But, Bheriff, you're wounded!” said Dick, as
be turned
To the place where the shorter man stood,
With the blood running dewn from his hand to
the gronnd.
** That chap meant to fix yon for good.”

**Ob, never mind me," sald the Bheriff, *‘but

Bos
Ta that boy the first thiat you do.

Bot for him and his gun my race "d been run?
"Twas a mighty close call, I tell you.™

Betwesn the white lipa of the knight the man
tipped
The mouth of & flaak of old rye,
Which Liad the effect, an you well might expect,
Of making him open one eye.

The first words be said when he held up his
head
And began to show symptoms of life,
Although nob artistio, were characteristio—
**Did I plng der bloke wid de knife 7"

The Bherlff replied. as vainly he tried
Hins deep agitation to hide,
**But for you on the spot, and your wondarful
shot,
Right there on the ground I'd have disd.

**You knew what to do, and you did {4 well, too;
At your coolness snd skill I'm smazed.

Not one man in ten conld have done it, so then
You're entitled to ten times the praise. "

Then the Bheriff bent down and gazed in ithe
fave
Of the knight in & eurious way.
**Thera's something abiout you that seems to
me Atrange;
Now, what is your name, boy, I pray 1"

**Mo new name is Freshy, me old pame was
Mickey, "
Bald he; **I am John Carter’s boy."

And the bewildered look of the Bheriff it took
The frecklod-faced knight to anjoy.

**Well, well," said the man, **yod don's lack
for names!
But what i* your last name, I pray?*"
** Last name?” said the Iad; *'well, mebbe 1
lind
One once; Iconldn’t jost say, ™

**But what was the name of your . s.aer, my
hoy "
** Me fadder asy ealled Specklied Jaek. ™
**But that was pot sl Was Liis last pame not
Hall "
*11 reckin hit war fer s fack!”

Tears sprang to tho eyen of the Sheriff, Said he,
** Your father, my bay, is my brother, "
The boy akiook his head, *"He can't be,™ be
sald,
**He's dead, ‘od 20 ls me mudder,*

"Well, ean yon remember abount how he
looked 1™
"*Yon, loss, 1 Junt bet that 1 kin."
"*Like yon was he speckled all over with
frecklos t°
**Yeu, sir, e was humbly nnnin "

"' Wae ono inger gone from his left haud, and
had
'* Ho a sear on his forehend, my lad ™
“*You've got bim down fApe, dere’s no uees de.
nyin', "
Baid Freshy: ** you must ‘ve neen dad (™

The 8heriff stooped down and raised from th
ground
The form of the frecklsd-faced knight,
And not & word said as e bound the boy's head,
All bloody and quite a snd sights

Then atraight to the honse he earried the 1ad,
Explaining to him on the way

How his curioun speokles and unslghtly freokles
Had found him an unele that day.

** You're marked exactly as he wae, " sald he,
**And you've got the same squint to your
eyen,
You're the son of yonr dad; I'm only too glad,
To find in his son such & prize.

** Your father wont straight to the bad when a
boy,
And always wan wanting to roam,
Till at Inst we lost track and he never came
back
To his friends or his ehildhood's old homae.

**Put ien't it queer that his son shonld appear
In the hour of my desparata need,

And thur save my lite from a murd‘rous knife
By a noble and mont akilful deed "

On the poreh they found the whele housshold
asnombled,
While Jossie hor peril related,
The story she told of the freckled knight bold
A mighty sensation ereated.

And so when the Bheriff bronght him to the
house,
A big rush was made for the boy,
Bome ianghed as if wild, and fair Jessls smiled,
While Mra. John Carter just eried.

But faint with the loss of blood from his head,
Not s word the freckled knight aald,

Bo ont of the din then shey Iaid him within,
On Mra. Jolin Carter's best bod.

It was quirte underwtood there was nothing toe
gond
In the house for a hero like him:
Then John Carter spoke in & ¥oioe that wonld
choke
Bometimes, while his blus eyen grew dim.

** My dear boy to-day you have rescued a life
Far dearer to me than my own,

On & hero more true or hraver than you,
Iam sure the sun never shone,

**And John Carter's boy henceforth you shall be,
Not only in nyme buat in law,

And the papers to bind this agreement 1'll find
To-morrow & lawyer fo draw, *

Then Freahy looked np and pautionsly saked,
“Will y' give me de gnn if I stay*”
**It's yours now by right"—with a grin of de-
light
The freckled.faced knight turned away.

But the Bheriff came forward and stated his
elaim
To the boy; sald he, **You'll agree,
Though yon've known him longer, my elaim is
the stronger,
As my nephew bhe should go with me, "

Then Mrs, Joln Carter arose and remarked
That he was thelrs now by possession,

And that for the right to kesp him she'd fighs,
Not to use any stronger expreasion,

At lnat ‘twas agroed that the boy should decide
For himself whose son he would be;
The look the boy gave all around was quite
RTrave,
But comical, alwo, to nee.

At Iast he Inquired: **If I go wid me nuno
Kin I take de old gun wid me t"

Mr., Cartor said **No.™ **Datsettles de hash,
1stays wid de old gun, " said he.

Bo the freckled-faced knight remained on the
farm
And grew up to manhood, and be
Bheriff to-day in the eounty , they sy,
Where his uncle once used to be.

Felix Ravan, the wonld-be murderer, proved
To be a rogue of first water,
And an all-around orook was the fellow who
took
His life for the farmer’s falr daughter,

I suppose 'twounld be nroper to end with »
whopper
This tale of the freckled-faced Knight,
And tell how ho wed fair Jesaie, but dead
The writer to truth is not quite.

And though I may spoil the fruit of my feil
By stating the facts in the ease,

The plain truth 1o tell she married quite well,
A man with an unlfreckled face.

The moral {s this: though your features may
miss
The very first traces of beauty,
It don't matter a bit, if you bave the true grit,
Yon will get there il yon do but your duty.

The Coal Question.
{From Tazas S{/tings, |
A.—T see that bacteria have been discovered
in conl.
B —Yon don't say so. Well, now, sea if the
oonl dealers don't make that an excuse for run.
uing up the price.

The Question Answered,
[ Fram Puek, )
** Hello, Browne, what's the good word 1

** (lood word for whait o _good wor
men i%noluk lglotlc quenl.lnn?ll Eﬁmhph

On the Wrong Tack.
T From Tims |
** Have you ever had experience s s nurse 1"
* “si, ma'am, 1 took care of wix childrem st

the Brownses', ™
"'(‘lnlme:; ! Merey! Why you would never
do to tiust Fido with, then.”

for

A Double Misfortune.
(Prom Judge |
One Washington Market woman to another
Washington Market woman @

**And so your huabaud has broken his lea.
How unfortunatel” °
& l"nhuuld EAY N0,
you know that nntf
dollare in buying th
new puir of boots?"

i'hr. N ncv‘h{nt ina! da
fnnt woek 1 pent gve good
at unluck, ne'er-do-weel &

Examined for Admission to the Bar.
| From Texas Sirtinga. |
Examiner—Can you give me san instance of a
person inciting another o perjury ?

Candidate—Yes; when the Court asks s female
witness how old she is

Bhe Followed Directions.
|From TVd-Bits, |
*The careful howrewife, finding that the nurse.
maid had not come down, went up to her room
and found the girl in bed. looking very queer
and complaining of pain and violent slckness.
Un belng saked what was the matter she ex-

i 1 th h : n ba
Jiatued that, heving & Sad. 2010 hac \eken

Ii w
or the elitldren

e 1 ol -
& 'nﬁfmuchdl rrml o R
*Well, mum. 1 went by reo! on
the hottle, and it sald,
i, St R R 5
.‘i.l-d Q‘i‘dn'l know

‘IT‘ii

what an adult was. so
sl

" s in

WIT AND HUMOR GATHERED FROM OUR
FUNNY CONTEMPORARIER ?

Crawi'~g Out of It.

Mr. Conkn—I neen yor, yo' brack scorpyom!
Mr. Rendles—~8een meh what t

Mr. Coaks—~Heon yo' a-lookin' st my feeb
Iaflin'
Mr. Rondles—1 warn't laffin’ at yo' feet-="dool

I wnezent.
lfr Conka—What wuz yo' gigglin’ st den?
H;s't It out troofnl now!
l“mr. }.‘:."ﬂrj:'f' intah Iiﬂnln. I:L-h. m&-
[ W w m
wus zl i{ ‘pondo‘fonn:hgou‘ d' feels

Whera Men Play Womon's Parte,

[ Prom ime.)
'Y reolt stated, "remarked Gazzam, that &l
vorces and alopements are unknown in Ohing. ®

** Indoed " I | iy
doos Ch?..un nt'l‘tgnr:com{l:‘lu .'Ri;n“

A Fine Btable,
[Prom NMunsey's Weakly, )
Mra, Bingleton—How is business down st the
factory, John ?
Mr. 8ingleton—Just booming, my dear. We
put in & new ongine Iast week, twenty-horse

power, %
Sone Kt st a’.,‘::“.‘:a‘mm'_.‘& :
ures. You inowi am so vory fond
Woerth Trylag. - 1k
[From the Lowell Qlitoen.] . L
Boftleigh (walking In the Boston
den, tp friend)—Look at thatsign: ** N
allowed in this Garden!®

m
uu’ everrthing woe've
how nices everything

vy

Waorse Than Flles,

| Prem the drecla Record. |
Jones—I should think the fliss would snney
you. Don't they bite your bald head? .

‘:,mlth—nul suppose I had hair, Do you eabely

** Of course you don't, but my wife would.*

For Bhort.
[Prom Puek )

name ?
Miss Wabsah—Lucullus Bwinburne Hobbe §
but we call lim ** Cully." for short, i

—

A Oty Nimred.
1 Prowm Tecos Siftinge. |
First Hunter—You missed that rabbit by abowd

tan feet, '
ond Hunter—Wall, N
R R b

Compnasaion,

Mrs. Frolinghuysen—Bress mah

wed d’ thi onld squeal I

inowit §1nee thing would sypéal 00T RS
A Mean Trick.

[ Prem tha Somervills Jowrnal.]

il'i'! I thought yon to be

wo wore once; but that ﬂm
*Why, what separated yon 1"
L

** He made me & present of uouhh?’:'

A ¥Man of Pash.
[ Prom the Foukers Gaseiie ]

sort of fellow, isn't he, Clars
**Don't mistake him, George, I hh‘h‘n
mui before now who thonght W i
beequently bean_ obl o
tihig:l?o‘;'u.: peug;o m.i'am vuah.
A Churchly Buhjeet. f
1From the Philadelphia Record.)
Wicked Boarder (on Bunday)—You do not resd
Bunday papers. 1 believe, Mra. De Goode.
Mra. Do Goode (severely)—No, I donot, and§

am grievad to find that yon

unday anads Tak & o oosuinn. Socsun
naday Nean

that minister who was mhdm

proper’

T thare Is anything in the vaper Abbwd
mlnml-’en. th:l;.l t.lilﬂ‘;,nni? ‘Fhu!w

Ought te Run Fiim Dewn.
(Prom Judge }

Chieago Detective~I undarsiand thei the
Chief has hired a special artist to look out for
Murderer Hanson,

rli‘zrzslmrr!mna—“’hsl good in & special wrtist in

w of that kind ?
u(:‘ Irago Detective—~Why, mani don't
know that tho special artist ia alwam **on
spot ¥

A Baving Pad.
[Frem Puch, |

JESTS “OF ' JOLLY JOKERS. '

*: F

end—Well, what of {4 | \
e, TECUE

heart! TTM

**Your father {s an easy *come-day, -H"

A
r

9
¥

b
Miss Beacon Hill-What is your brofhisy

4
3

A

s,

-
g

By,
L

L
‘

Griggs—What is the maiter between you andl g

-
Iu
&
8

|



